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CONNIE LYNN R O G E R S 
Second Prize, Poetry 
W I L L Y O U S T I L L L O V E M E ? 
W h e n the sands of time have shifted 
A n d the days grow dark a n d cold 
W h e n first dawning love has lifted 
A n d the flowers won't unfold 
Will bright morning light shatter 
A l l the love that's in your heart 
Will the winds of change scatter 
Causing us to drift apart 
Will Y o u Still L o v e Me? 
Will our love remain as endless 
A s the everflowing tide 
Will our lives become as friendless 
A s the gap keeps getting wide 
Will our hearts become as barren 
A s the trees are dark and cold 
Will we lose all hope for caring 
Our new love becoming old 
Will Y o u Still L o v e Me? 
C o u l d we lose a love so treasured 
Could our loving cease to grow 
Could our time become so measured 
C o u l d you really let me go 
C o u l d a hope for love so giving 
B e as quickly put away 
Will my days be spent just living 
Wondering when you'll go away 
Will Y o u Still L o v e Me? 
W h e n the pains of life have changed you 
A n d your mind becomes your guide 
Will I still mean love to y o u 
Will y o u want me by your side 
W h e n the sunny days have ended 
A n d the sun no longer w a r m s 
Will our love still be defended 
Will y o u hold me in your arms 
Wil l Y o u Still L o v e Me? 
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JULIE HADDOCK 
2-D Merit Award, Photograph 
P A R A N O I D 
i hide 
with shadowed eyes 
and trembled heart 
in black velvet drapery 
hide 
with icy soul 














run through velvet night 
pursued 
hunted 
fear is paramount 
virtue almost 
never safe 
human sacrifice of blood 
hidden once more 
with ashen face 
bloodless limbs 
in velvet coating 
while without 
the crowd assembles 
A R M I E S - M U L T I T U D E S 
against me 
in anguish i wait 




P L E A S E D O N O T D I S T U R B 
SUSAN G . NELSON 
Third Prize, Essay 
T H E C A R N I V A L 
Y o u took me to the fair 
A n d we strolled the dusty alleys 
A n d rode the rides 
A n d laughed 
A n d all I saw 
W a s unreal 
A n d what I wanted to see 
That was what 
Y o u let me see 
Y o u spun m c around 
O n imaginary rides 
A n d played the c lown 
A n d wove me deep 
In your web of cotton candy 
Y o u held my hand 
A t all the right times 
A n d felt my life 
In your hands 
With one hug 
Y o u squeezed 
It all out 
In patterns of red 




A n d was gone 
T h e carnival had closed 
T H E L O N E L Y S O N 
T h e turbulent waves surge with great fury as 
they roll onward and onward toward the deserted 
beach. T h e foam floats on top as the waves crash 
against the jagged, rocky shoreline. 
T h e bright ball in the distance casts shadows 
across the beach and casts colors of the spectrum 
which only the Almighty can create. T h e small sea 
inhabitants scatter about the pearly white beaches 
as the daylight begins to fade. S lowly the sun 
sinks down into the fathoms, turning the sea a 
mysterious, eerie color. 
T h e gulls flying overhead soar to the heavens; 
then they swoop down to the sea again. T h e y 
glide effortlessly with the lazy winds against the 
painted sky. T h e y seem to put on a show for 
some unseen audience. 
There is an old fisherman walking along the 
beach. H e walks on , never looking back, never 
ahead, only down at the sand, oblivious of his 
surroundings. 
His appearance suggests a handsome man of 
great bearing, in his younger days. N o w his skin is 
as rough as the turbulent sea from the wind and 
the salt and is deeply tanned by the sun. His eyes 
are as dark as a winter midnight and have the look 
of a deeply hurt m a n . 
T h e water rushes around his tired, bare feet. 
His khaki pants, old and tattered, are rolled to his 
knees. H e wears a wrinkled, soiled blue workshirt 
with a sea oat boutonniere and a bright yellow 
slicker. F r o m his tightly drawn mouth protrudes 
an unlit pipe. 
In one hand he is carrying a fishing rod that 
shows its many years of use. In the other hand is 
a netted bag to hold the daily catch, but the bag is 
empty. 
T h e fierce salty winds whip around his 
antediluvian, weather-beaten face. H e stops 
walking, looks out into the endless sea, and shakes 
his head. A wrinkled old hand brushes away a 
tear, and he continues on his long lonesome 
journey. 
No one knows the old fisherman's name or 
where he comes f rom. H e only fishes and walks 
the beaches alone. 
N o w the waves are gentle and halcyon, and the 
tide is ebbing. T h e only sound is the roar of the 
pebbles as the waves draw them back into the sea. 
T h e rising sun reflects across the peaceful 
landscape. T h e old fisherman has reached his 
destination. • 
REGINALD HAYGOOD 
3-D Honorable Mention, Assemblage 
B E D S O F A R T 
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